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A PERMANENT BOARDER.

I saw ber ad. in Summtr Haunt$
While sweltering in my offloe dreary;

Temptation lurked in every line.
For me, so overworked and weary.

"Pure milk, fresh berries, shady drives.
With boat and bath, and fish close by;"

What wonder that I snapped the bait I '
'Twas last July.

1 summered In that rural place.
Where sylvan charms and scenes were plenty ;

My hostess, buxom Widow Grace;
Her only daughter,

Croquet and tennis; rambles free
With Laura of the roguish eye;

Time floated past on gilded wings.
But last July!

To-da- within that self-sam-e place,
I view the world with jaundiced vision;

For vanished is the tender grace
Which last year rendered life elysian;

I drive the cattle, trundle trunks.
Chop wood, pick berries, cradle rye;

Tm Laura's spouse, the widow's son.
This bleak July!

Life.

THE BUSY BEE.

Some of Its Wonderful Working
Habits.

The picturesque and traditional straw
hive is nowadays used only in those
rural communities where the people
cling to the ways of their fathers.

The hive of the past was a chamber
in which the bees were left to their own
devices, a prey to their natural ene-

mies and unnatural ills, and from
which their honey product was only
obtained by a ruthless slaughter of the
honey-make- rs themselves, who were
smothered in the fumes of sulphur and
brimstone.

The hive of the present is a structure
any part of which can at any time be
reached or removed by the bee-keep-

who may thus practically exercise a
control over the work of the bees, and
study their singular habits.

In our sluly of the subject, let ns
start with an empty hive, modern, of

course. It may be one of fifty different
kinds, or shapes, but it will have cer-

tain features common to alL There
will be some ten shelves, or frames,
fitted one above another, or hung
downwards in a row, with a sufficient
space between each, and around each,
to allow the free passage of the bees.

The spaces must not be larger than
this, or the bees will fill them with
comb and honey, and thus render it
impossible for us to have access to the
various frames without cutting away
the deposit.

Into this empty hive we put a swarm
of bees. If we revisit it in two or
three days, we shall find that a marvel-

ous change has taken place in the in-

terior. The frames are all filled with
blocks of honeycomb, tiny waxen
cells, hexagonal in shape, and built
with all the nicety and precision of
skilled engineering. This is the first
of the many wonders which character-
izes the work of the bee-hiv- e. Here is

a miniature city, constructed out of a
delicate and yet strong fabric, and
built according to the most exact

.geometrical principles. It has been
the wonder of naturalists and mathe-
maticians for ages, not merely the fact
of a building, but the manner of build-
ing. In the structure of these
hexagonal cells, the bee has solved for
itself an intricate mathematical prob-

lem. It has chosen the form which
the science of geometry has proved is

the only one suitable to the various
purposes for which the honey-com- b is
designed, and it used this form ages
before men knew any thing of geom-

etry.
Having built their city, the bees next

proceed to put it in order and furnish
their dwellings. We will assume that
the season is spring, as we should by
no means have put the swarm into a
new hive after the honey season, leav-

ing it nnstocked for the winter. The
principal member of the colony is the
queen, whom you can easily distinguish
from all the rest, because her body
is longer than the others, and because
she carries herself in a royal fashion,
surrounded by a retinue of loyal
attendants. ThTe queen is, properly
speaking, the mother-be-e. Each bee in
the hive is her own child There are
thousands of these children. A pros-
perous and well-stock- ed hive will con-

tain from twenty to fifty thousand and
even sixty thousand bees. They are
divided into two classes workers and
drones. The workers are females, but
they have no offspring. The drones
are males, and, as their name im-

plies, do not work. They seldom
form more than a fiftieth part of the
population of the hive.

The mother-be-e, or queen, to use the
name by which she is best known, has,
apparently, some weather signal serv-

ice of her own, for she seems to know
whether or not the season will be pro-

ductive of honey, and to lay her eggs
accordingly. If the season is forward
she begins her work early in the
spring; if it is backward she defers it
for a few weeks or a month. She pro-

duces from two to three thousand eggs
every twenty-fou- r hours, depositing
each one in a separate cell, which 6he
first closely examines to see whether or
no it is in proper order.

The larva which issue from these
eggs in the course of three or four
days are assiduously attended by bees
who act the part of nurses, and event-
ually close the months of the cells
with a waxen cover. In twenty-on- e

days from the time the eggs were laid
the inmates of the cells break through
the waxen lids and issue forth in the
shape of perfect worker bees. They
are then taken in charge by the nurses,
who evidently explain to them the
life of the hive, and in another day or
two they venture out upon the world
and begin their work in the fields and
meadows. The birth of a drone is at-

tended by similar processes, some-

what longer, however; in duration.

Young queens come into being in a
much shorter time.

Each of these three classes of bees is
bom, or hatched, in a cell belonging
to its own kind, and constructed for
thts special purpose. The royal colls
are not only larger than the others,
but they are oval, instead of hexagon-
al, in shape; and, while the other in-

fants are fed by their nurses with bev
bread, which is a preparation of pol-

len and honey, the young princesses,
and they only, are regaled with a spe-

cial food, which is called "royal jelly."
It often happens that, if a mishap

befalls the queen, and she has left no
royal egg from which a successor may
be hatched, the bees will take a worker-eg-g

from its proper receptacle, place
it in a royal cell, feed the larva upon
royal jolly, and, in the course of time a

queen will issue forth to
occupy the throne of the deceased
monarch. This is a most singular and
wise provision of nature, and one
which naturalists have not yet been
able clearly to explain.

When the young bee first ventures
into the open air it flies in a circle
around the hive, the circle constantly
expanding until the youngster has
taken its observations of every object
in the vicinity, familiarizing itself with
every prominent landmark that may
serve to guide it in its future flights.
After this reconnoitring expedition, the
bee always wings its way in a straight
line to its destination, never losing its
bearings; and even though there may
be a hundred hives together, and a
million bees flying in and out of them,
it hastens with unerring certainty to
its own home.

Mistress Boe has three objects in
making these excursions, as she does
a hundred times a day. She seeks to
collect honey and pollen the fine fer-

tilizing dust of the flowers and popo-li- s,

a sticky substance gathered from
the buds or bark of such trees as the
fir, the poplar or the chestnut. The
pollen is stored away as food for the
little ones, and the propolis comes into
use as ceiTient in the delicate masonry
of the hive.

While some of the bees are hunting
in the fields others remain at home to
nurse the infants, store away the
honey and the pollen as it is brought
in, and attend to the thousand and one
duties incident to a com-

munity.
When Mistress Bee, out in pastures,'

alights upon a flower, she finds, deep
in its sweet embrace, a precious liquid,
rapidly deposited by the blossom in
warm and sunny weather. This she
proceeds to gather. It is the honey,
which, being swallowed and digested
by her, is subj ected to some
peculiar process before it
is placed in the hive in
the form familiar to us all. The
honey obtained, she proceeds to freight
herself with pollen. This she rolls
into tiny pellets, and stows it away in
pouches in her posterior legs. She
will even completely cover herself with
this dust, and upon reaching home her
sisters will carefully brush her off,

gathering np the precious material,
that nothing may be lost, and place it
in the storehouse cells.

Perhaps the most remarkable thing
in connection with these honey and pol-

len gathering excursions of the bee is
the tact that she confines her search to
a single species of flower on each jour-
ney. This is most important. As it
is one of the bee's functions to fer-

tilize undeveloped plants with the pol-

len proper to its species, the effect of
any mistake on her part would sadly
confuse our botanical studies.

On a very warm day you will see
several bees standing at the door of
the hive, with their feet firmly fast-

ened to the floor, and flapping their
wings with all their might They are
ventilating the hive, and, by this
continued exertion, their wings, op-

erating as fans, propel a current of
cool air into their dwelling, and pre-

vent the inmates from suffering by
the intense heat As this operation
must be very fatiguing, the fanners
are relieved at regular intervals by
others who continue the exercise.

The bee's scent is keen, and nothing
annoys her more than an offensive
smelL She is particularly averse to
the odor of perspiration, either upon
man or beast Neither will she sub-

mit to be breathed upon, and great
care has thus to be exercised by the
bee-keep-er in handling his swarms.

When more than one princess is
born, the rivals engage in an immedi-
ate and deadly duel, and the survivor
claims the throne from the mother
queen, who, with such loyal subjects
as choose to follow her, goes
forth into the world in search of a new
home, which the bee-keep- er has care-

fully prepared meanwhile, and the
young queen remains behind to carry
on the work of her royal mother.

Bee-keepi- is a pleasant and profit-
able industry. It is practiced to a
greater extent in the United Slates than
in any other part of the world, and the
bees add millions of dollars a year to
our National wealth. Any reader of
the Companion, who lives in the coun-

try, can keep bees if he will first seek
the advice of an authoritative book up-

on the subject; but he must remember
that bees require as much care as
choice sheep, or cattle, or blooded
horses, and that the true bee-keep- er is
even more assiduous in guarding his
swarms than is the farmer in looking
to his flocks and herds. Properly hived
and watched, bees will obey the behest
of man, and labor for him as well as
for themselves. Arthur Warren, in
Youth's Companion.

New York claims to be growing at

"Independent in .All Things.
YUMA, ARIZONA,

MODERN JERUSALEM. ANHEROIC NUN. PITH AND POINT.

The Poverty and Unsatisfactory Condition
of Its Inhabitants.

Jerusalem has no wealth. Fifty or
one hundred years ago, it could boast
of some wealthy families. Their prop
erty has, however, been scattered and
reduced, until their descendants of the
present generation are cither poor, or
possessed of barely enough to support
them. The city is poor, the people are
impoverished, and half of the inhabi-
tants scarcely know from day to day
where they are going to get their daily
bread.

But, poor as people and city are,
rents are exorbitantly high. Since
the houses are built of stone, there is
no danger of loss by fire. Hence fam-

ilies having a little money on whieh
they are dependent for support will
build a house with it because the in-

vestment is the best one they can make.
There is no risks, and the high rents
insure a good rate of interest

Only a well-to-d- o family can occupy
an entire housf. In hundreds of cases a
family numbering four or eight persons
will occupy but a single room. In a
house of six or eight rooms, there will
bo as many families. They all cook
and wash in a largo open cour to
which each family has access. This
fact will give an idea of how crowded
some of the houses are. The people are
obliged to live in this way, because they
have not money enough to hire more
room.

It is very expensive building houses
in Jerusalem. The first step is to dig
a cistern. This costs so much that the
owner will dig only a small cistern,
when he should build one five times
the size. All the families in the house
use water from this cistern. During
the rainy season there is sufficient
water; but by May or the first of June
at the least, the cistern is dry. No
rain falls until November or Decem-
ber; consequently, these people
must buy water for four or five
months. Water is brought in skins,
holding on an average three pailful Is

each; and for a skin of water one must
pay from five to ten cents. For poor
people this is a very great hardship;
consequently, the least possible amount
of water is used, and it need hardly bo
said that indescribable filth abounds.

Houses are invariably built of stone
and are much more expensive than one
would suppose. Stones have to bo
quarried, transported on the backs of
camels, cut into proper shape, and
finally built into walls. If the house
is two stories high, and the rooms are
large, the walls have to be two, and
sometimes three feet thick, in order
to support the great weight resting
upon them. A vast amount of stone
and mortar is consumed in making the
arches that support the upper floors or
the root and likewise in the roof itself.
The amount of water used in prepar-
ing the mortar sometimes costs alone
several hundred dollars, if the house is
a large one. Br Sclah Merrill, lata
U. 8. Counsul.

SWORDS OF INDIA.

Deadly Weapons Carried by the Sepoys,
Persians and Afghans.

Among some military trophies I
once saw a very rude, rusty teghar
locally worth a shilling which had
cleanly decapitated a raw recruit,
severing coat collar, brass buckle and
caste necklet of hard enamel beads.
Tho nimble village rebel had sprung
on the Sepoy from ambush while trim-
ming his flintlock after a misfire.
This and all the low-pric- ed teghars
and tulwars are of very soft metal,
capable of being bent and straightened
across the blade, while the arch or
cutting portion, with razor-edg- e,

offers immense resistance in the hands
of an expert, who, behind his shield,
can watch and measure his opportun-
ity. Only the straight thrust of Brit-
ish bayonets or dragoon blades can
reach them.

The metal and finish of cutting arms
improve when we enter North India.
Hard steel of fine temper and high
workmanship used to be common un-

til two Sikh wars and the great mu-

tiny abolished the demand for such
deadly wares. Tho skilful Moham-
medan craftsman had to emigrate for
a livelihood, or to often dwindled into
a blacksmith of harmless occupation.
I remember in the good old times of
the East India Company itinerant
sword peddlers, Persians and Afghans
of great stature and big turbans.

"Do you want any swords?"
"Yes; but where are they?"
"Here;" and the vendor's hands

were lifted to his head-clot- h, where
they groped awhile. Out sprang
three or four shining steel snakes,
elastic blades, unhandled a la mode,

20 to 50 each in value, sometimes
more. Then the dealer put them
through various severe tests to satisfy
his customer, packing them away
again in their hiding place should
there be no sale, and going on his
road. But there were many shapes
and sizes and sorts of cimeters of
great price, harder and less flexible,
both plain and damascened. The
black steel of Khorassan, very rare in
the market reputed to cut off the
neck of an anvil an Eastern anvil,
of course; the Parisian and Central
Asian specimens, elegantly watered in
circular veins, seem so light that a
girl could use them, others so heavy
that height and length of arm, with
breadth of chest, were needful gifis
of nature to utilize them men like
"Rob Roy" or "Mahmud Ghuzni,"
whoso hands hung below their knees.
The latter notable carried an awful
steel mace in preference to a sword,
and smashed idols and idolators with
bis own arms on all occasions. En-
glish Mechanic

SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 10, 1887.

Extraordinary Record of Mother Mary
Teresa, a French Sister of Charity.

In presence of all the French troops
guarding the' capital of Tonquin, the
Governor-Gener- al recently bestowed
the cross of the Legion of Honor on a
nun, Mother Mary Teresa, superioress
of the Sisters of Charity in that em-

pire. The troops were drawn up in
the principal plaza of tho city, in a
square surrounding a platform on
which were the Governor-Gener- al and
his staff. When an was
sent to bring the nun he found her in
the hospital consoling a soldier who
was bavins: his leg amputated. She
refused to leave the bedside until the
operation was completed, and then
followed the officer to the square,
where she was received by the General
in person and led up to the platform
amid the joyful exclamations of the
soldiers. Tho General then com-

manded silence, and in a solemn and
impressive tone addressed her as fol-

lows:
"Mother Mary Teresa, when you

were twenty years of age you received
a wound from a cannon ball while

one of the wounded on the field
of Balaklava. In 1859 the shell from
a mitrailleuse laid vou prostrate in the

"Iront rank on tho battle-fiel-d of Ma
genta. Since then you have been in
Syria, in China and in Mexico, and if
you were not wounded it is not se

you have not exposed yourself
to the shot of gun an d cannon and the
sabers and lances of the enemy. In
1870 you werj taken up in Reischoffen
covered with many saber wounds
among a heap of dead cuirassers.
Such deeds of heroism you have
crowned a few weeks ago with one of
the most heroic actions which history
records. A grenade fell upon the am-

bulance which was undor your charge;
it did not burst, but it might have done
so at any moment and caused new
wounds in the bodies of those who were
already wounded; but there you were

you took up the grenade in your
arms, you smiled upon the wounded,
who looked at you with feelings of dis-

may, not for themselves, but for you,
and you carried it away to a distance
of eighty-meter- s. On laying it down,
you noticed that it was going to burst;
you threw yourself on the ground; it
burst; you were covered with blood,

but when persons came to your assist-
ance, you rose up smiling, as is your
wont and said, 'That is nothing.' You
are scarcely recovered from your
wound, and you return to the hospital
whence I have just now summoned
you."

During these words of praise the
good nun held her head modestly cast
down, with her eyes fixed on her cruci-

fix, that hung by her side. Then the
General made her kneel down and
drawing his sword, touched her lightly
with it three times on the shoulder and
pinned" the cross of the Legion of
Honor on her habit, saying with a
quivering voice:

"I put upon you the cross of the
brave, in the name of the French peo-

ple and army; no one has gained it by
more deeds of heroism, nor by a
life so completely spent in

for the benefit of your brothers
and the service of your country. Sol-

diers, present arms!"
The troops saluted, tho drums and

bugles rang out the air was filled
with acclamations, and all was jubila-
tion and excitement, as mother Mary
Teresa rose up, her face suffused with
blushes, and asked: "General, have
you finished with me?"

"Yes," said he.
"Well, then, I am going back to my

wounded soldier in the hospital!"
Brooklyn Citizen.

VoiSONING.

Deaths Caused by the Shameful Adultera-
tion of Food Products.

Instances of m poisoning con-

tinue to multiply. The cause, how-

ever, remains as far beyond discovery
as ever. Cheese poisoning, dried-be- ef

poisonings and canued-me- at poisonings
are also of frequent occurrence. Such
catasthrophes were in former times un-

known. WTien pure milk, pure eggs
and pure flavors were used for ice-

cream, when cheese was made of milk
and curded with genuine animal ren-

net, end meat was cured with simple
salt, they did not becomo poison by
chemical action, nor even through
putridity.

With modern discoveries in science,
all kinds of chemical mixtures are
made to take the place of pure, unso
phisticated products. Milk is doc-

tored; cream is doctored; artificial sub-

stitutes for eggs and butter are used;
flavors are made from mysterious in
gredients, in compounding
In the supplies of cheese-factori- es sub-

stitutes are used that produce more
curd lrom the milk, and that color it
so as to resemble the natural cream
and yellow hues derived from the grass
in pastures. In preserving meat
chemical acrencies are supplied to rein
force the offices filled by salt in rlie pro-

cess.
These new ingredients nsed in food

products doubtless, in combination or
in the process of putrefaction, would
produce poisons unknown to chemical
science, and such as have no lurking
place in the products of nature honest
lv prepared for human food. The ice
cream poisons, the cheese poisons and
the canned meat poisons, loosely
known by new names, are produced
by the decomposition of the sophisti-
cated and strange substances of which
imitations of old articles of pure food
are composed. If those producing ioe
cream, cheese, cured meats and simi-

lar articles should return to the use of
pure natural materials the new poisons
would disappear, Chicago Journal,
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Advice to husbands: Never talk
In your sleep unless you are sure what
you are going to say. Newark Jour
nal.

Three years' undisturbed posses
sion of a setter dog will destroy the
veracity of the best man in America.
Macon (Go.) Telegraph.

Judjre (to a very homely old maid)
"Miss in what year were you born?"

Witness "Li the year 1866." Judge
"Before or after Christ?"

A Philadelphia school girl upon
being: asked by the teacher to define a
hollow mockery, promptly replied, "A
Bustle." Philadelphia Herald.

"H'lo, 'Rastus, can't you lend me
half a dollar for a watermillion?"
"Not this evenin', 'Gustus. Y'see, 1

had to treat Mandy to ice cream yes-

terday."
He (protesting) You surely can

not mean what you say. Don't be so

cruel. I will do any thing you say if I
can be assured of your regard for me.
She Then leave mo.

Editor "What was that awful
crash in the composing-roo- m now?"
Foreman "Sure, all our Foreign
News has fallen into pi.' " Edito- r-

Pick it up and head it, "List of Mem
bers of tho New Hungarian Parlia
ment" Life.

Miss do Struck "Mamma is in--

quiring for you in the library, papa.
I know Count Comeupsky will excuse
you for a moment Ha can read that
article himself." Count (?) CJomeup- -

sky (absentmindedly and unguardedly
as the old gentleman rises) "Next!

Judge.
It is not always the man who

makes the most bother that does the
greatest amount of work. The fast- -

ticking clock tells of no more hours
in the course of a day than the

slow-voic- ed timepiece that
stands in your grandfather s halt

Henry (preparing for the coun-

try) "There ought to be room in one
the trunks for my things. I got you
six." Considerate Wife "You for
get dear, that my six dresses take a
trunk each. But I did not forget you.
Here is a nice little sachel you can
have all to yourself." Judge.

"Hello, Major," said tho Judge
this morning, "I haven't seen you for
a week; where have you been? "Been
home sick as a dog," replied theMnjor.
"You! Why, you have always been as
healthy as could be. What in the
world made you ill?" "Well, I tried
to follow some rtile9 on health I saw
in the papers." Pittsburgh Chron-

icle.
Not the Indulgence that Suits.

Ylves love indulgent husbands
And we've sometimes heard of such;

Yet women maintain
They've a right to complain

When a husband indulges too much.
Tid-Bi-tx

"How is it that you charge me
fifty cents for this little pinch of bicar-
bonate of soda when you gave me three
times as much for ten cents yester-
day?" Druggist "We are filling a
prescription y. Suppose we are
going to translate Latin for nothing?
My dear sir, you don't seem to appre-
ciate what it costs to obtain a classical
education. Hold on! Tve given you
oxalic acid. That boy's always shift-

ing them bottles around." Boston
Transcript.

A GREAT OVERFLOW.

The Mississippi Tourist's Ideas Concern-
ing the Canals of Venice.

An American traveler, while in
Venice, met a man dressed in the un-

mistakable "toggery" of the Missis-

sippi river bottoms.
"Ah," said the traveler, approach-

ing the Southerner, "I am not ac-

quainted with you, but I am glad to
see you, for I know you are from my
country."

"I am from Mississippi."
"I knew it," said the traveler, ex-

tending his hand. "What do you
think of Venice?"

"Wall, I don't reckon I oughter ex-

press my opinion now, fur 1 didn't git
here till airter the overflow, an' hain't
had a chance to see the town, but as
tho water pears to bo on a stand now, I
reckon it'll begin to go down putty
soon, an' I 'low that when she starts
she'll go down right peart"

"My gracious, man, this is not an
overflow."

"Then it's about as lively a freshet
as ever I seed. In our country, when
we have to paddle 'round the streets in
canoes, we call it a putty good over-

flow."
"You don't understand. This is

Venice, and the water is always here."
"You don't say so. An' does the

Government have to issue rations to all
these folks?"

"Of course not This town was built
this way to "

"Wall, that mont be, but I call it a
overflow all the same; but if it ain't
goin' to fall enough for me to see the
town, I reckon I'd better go. This is
the blamest swamp I ever seed." Ar-

kansas Traveler.
m m m

Thoroughly Polite.

Peabody Jamison is one of the most
courteous men on the road, and he can
be polite under very trying circum-

stances. The other day while he was
riding in a Clark street car, a lady,
burdened with much more than her
share of avoirdupois entered. Peabody
was on his feet in an instant but the
space he left was, comparatively speak-

ing, woefully small
"I am very much obliged to you, '

said the lady as she balanced herself
on the edge of the seat

"Don't mention it" replied Pea-

body, gallantly. 'Tm only sorry there
isn't more of it" Merchant Traveler,

J. W.

FOB OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

BYE, BABY, BYE.

The Bun has gone from the shining skies;
Bye, baby, bye.

The dandelions have closed their eyes;
Bye, baby, bye.

And the stars are lighting their lamps to see
If the babies and squirrels and birds, all three,
Are sound asleep as they ought to be.

Bye, baby,, bye.

The squirrel is dressed in a coat of gray;
Bye, baby, bye.

He wears it by night as well as by day;
Bye, baby, bye.

The robin sleeps in his feathers and down.
With the warm red breast and the wings of

brown;
But the baby wears a little white gown.

Bye, baby, bye.

The squirrel's nest is a hole in the tree ;
Bye, baby, bye.

And there he sleeps as snug as he can be;
Bye, baby, bye.

The robin's nest is high overhead.
Where the leafy boughs of the maple spread;
But the babe's nest is a little white bed.

Bye, baby, bye.
Eudora 8. Bunutead, in St. XicJuAat.

A LONG WEEK.

Bow Grace and Leslie Were Taught a
Much Needed Lesson.

"O mamma, Leslie is the naughtiest
boy! I shouldn't s'pose anybody could
love him, and I don't ever want to play
with him any more."

Mamma Lester looked np from her
sewing, and said, with a sigh:

"Gracie, what is the trouble now?"
"It's Leslie, mamma. He wanted to

play 'nagerie with his Noah's ark, and
I wanted to play we were going on a
'scursion, and take all my dolls for
poor city children, and Leslie wouldn't
I think he's just as selfish as can be;
and then he knocked my dollies all on
the floor in a heap, and smashed Lilian's
head, or something, I s'pose, for I
thought I heard it crack"

"Now we will hear what Grace did,"
interrupted her mother.

.'Why, I didn't do nothing much,"
said Grace, "'cept as I just hit his
Noah's ark a little speck, and it fell on
the floor, and Noah's head came off;
and Leslie grabbed 'em up just as quick
as he could, and said he shouldn't ever
come again, and ran home."

"I am very sorry that my little girl
should treat her cousin in that way,
and a visitor, too," said Grace's mother.
"It certainly was very nnkind."

Grace hung her head, but the naughty
look did not leave her face.

"Mamma," she said, "I don't s'pose
anybody in all the world could be kind
to such a tryin' boy. I hope he won't
come to see me again till I m a hun-

dred years old, I do, truly."
Mamma took up a pen and some

paper, and wrote a note, which she
handed to Grace.

"I want to have you remember,
Grace," she said, "that yon are not to
go to see Leslie or speak to him for a
whole week. I have explained it to
Aunt Dolly in this note, which you may
take over to her now."

"Oh, goody!" said Grace. "I guess
Leslie will be sorry enough, and wish
he'd tried to please me. Kiss me,
mamma, 'fore I go."

She held np her sweet face, but her
mamma was bending over her work.

"I haven't any kiss for you now," she
said.

The little girl's eyes filled with tears.
"Why haven't you, mamma," she

asked.
"You think it over while yon are

gone, and perhaps you m3y find some
reason, was the answer.

The little girl went away with a very
sober face. She delivered the note to
Aunt Dolly, who read it with a queer
smile.

"Tell your mamma that her idea is a
pood one, she said.

When Grace left the house, she saw
Leslie sitting under the bisr elm tree,
looking as if all his friends had desert-
ed him.

Grace glanced at him, then hurried
on without a word; but she had only
rrone a few steps before he called her.

"If you'll bring your dolls over, Til
play any thing you want to, ne said.

Grace stopped and turned half way
round, but did not answer.

"Betty is making me a strawberry
turnover, and I'll give you half, he
added, as an extra induceme nt

The little girl did not wait to hear
anything more, but hurried home and
went directly to her mother s room.

"Mamma," she began, "I guess may
be it was me most as much as twas
Leslie that was naughty."

Mamma did not look np from her
sewin2.

Presently Grace came to her with a
very penitent face.

"Mamma," she said, "I'm sorry I
was naughty; 'twas me a great deal
more than twas Leslie.

Then mamma laid down her work
and kissed her little daughter.

"I am very clad to hear you say so,

she said, "and I hope you will try and
be gentle and kind to your cousin in
the future."

"Can't I please just go and tell Leslie
I'm sorry? asked Grace, coaxmgiy.

"Do you remember what I said about

it dear?" asked Mrs. Lester.
"Yes. 'um," said Grace, "but"
"Well, Grace, when I say anything

like that, don't you think I mean it?
"O mamma! lean t ever live a whole

week 'less I can see Leslie, I don't
s'pose. Can't you please shut me np
in a dark closet, and make me live on

bread and 'lasses, or else send me to
bed to stay all day or something.
'cause don't you see this will punish
Leslie just the same as me, and he's
such a darling and wouldn't ever
quarrel if 'twasn't for me. If yon only
would, Mamma Lester!"

Mamma smiled behind her work.
"I think you both need a lesson,"

she said, "and I am sure you will Jove
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each other better for a week's separa-
tion."

Poor Grace! It was very hard, and
it seemed as if she could not bear it
The hours went so slowly she was glad
when mamma told her it was bedtime.
and she went to sleep thinking that
one day had gone. What a long, long
week that was!

Leslie came over every morning to
the gate, and threw her kisses, which
she returned with interest It seemed
to Grace that she could never quarrel
with Leslie again, and that she should
be perfectly willing that he should have
his own way in every thing, if that
dreadful week would only come to an
end. And it really did at last

Grace awoke early that morning and
conld hardlv eat her breakfast she was
so excited. She had just left the table
when Leslie rushed in. Papa and
mamma laughed over the joyful meet--
ins.

'Mamma said I could stay all tha
morning," said Leslie, "and you must
come over and stay this afternoon with.

me can't she. Aunt Jessie? Get all
your dolls, Grace, and we 11 play they
are poor children, and take them
out into the country and give 'em a
jolly treat I've saved np au my
money to get some peanuts and candy

mamma said I could. I've got eight
cents."

"Hadn't von a little rather play
'nagerie with your Noah's ark, Leslie?"
asked Grace, "cause I should like it
ever so much."

"Mav be we'll nlav that afterwards.
said Leslie; "but hurry and get your
dolls and hat, 'cause we've got ever so
much playing to make np, yon know.
We'll have just a splendid time."

Tm so glad we can play togemer
again," said Grace, as she brought her
PTtensive familv. "It seemed most as
if you were dead and 'twas dreadful;
but we won t ever lose any more weeKS

will we Leslie?"
And tliev never did. for the lesson

did not need to be repeated. JuUa D.
Peck, tn Youth s companion.

PLAY-TIM- E.

The Happlnesa of Childhood One of God'a
Good Gifts He Delights In Innocent Di-

version.
Plav is neither idleness nor folly. It

is one of the many good things which
have come into your life from Heaven.
It is a gift from God. It is one of His
wonderful works. When He made the
beautiful earth and the sky, and the
body and soul of man. He made the
happy play of childhood. It is a part
of your life as truly as prayer is, as
truly as the soul itself is. And it is
part of the life of children all the world
over. If it were possible to iourney
with the sunlight and see all that it
sees, and go round and round the globe
with it, we should everywhere see chil
dren at play.

Now. the first thin? I want yon to see
is that this playing of you boys and
eirls in the streets, or anywhere else, i

a pleasure to God. He is a God so kind
and loving that He delights in every
thin? innocent that is a delight to you.
Just as He delights in tho songs of
birds and in the color and fragrance of
flowers. He delights in the play of child-
hood. It was because He was thinking
of it as a pleasure that he sent Zecha- -
riah to tell the builders oI Jerusalem
the good news that children should
soon be playing in the streets.

God has made play a part of your?
life because He wants you to be strong.
He has work waiting in the years to
come for every boy and girl on tha
earth; and although it is not all tha
same kind of work, all of it is work
which will want strength for the doing.
Therefore, He will not have yon always
at tasks. He has divided the time fotf
tasks with time for play. He will hava
you out in the open air. By your?
games He will have yonr body in
endless motion. You shall run and
not be weary. Yon shall leap and
dance, and race and climb, so that
every part of you may be made strong
for the work that lies before yon in life.

For another thing, God wants you
to have a happy gateway into

can tell beforehand whether
your after life will be happy; but God
in His love has secured that the time of
play shall be happy. In games yon
are joined together, just as we who ara
old in our toils. The playground is

little world. You can not have any
pleasure in any of its games unless yoa
try to have the others playing with yon
as happy as yourself. To be unkind,
unjust, unfair, or ungenerous in
a game, is to spoil it or bring it to
an end. Snrely this is a new, rich ad-

dition to our knowledge of God, when
we discover that the s? me kind Father,
who gave His Son to die for ns that Ha
might deliver us from sin and death,
made the joy and play of boys and girls
in the streets and in the house. May
you carry something of the joy of it all
through life with you, and may you re-

member that God has been so good to
you that He has set your life between
two worlds of joy the world of yonr
happy childhood and the world that
awaits you in Heaven. Rev. Alexander
Macleod, D. D.

A Jamestown photographer claims
to have taken some excellent pictures
of a cyclone which lingered in that
vicinity recently. When we see one of
them we will feel a good deal more lika
believing the story. A photogropher
who can go out and set np his machine
and face a cyclone and make it loolc

pleasant and hold its chin a little higher
and keep still long enough to have its
picture taken must have lota of nerve,

Dakota Bell,


